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to the airport. A few scars of the Civil War here and
there, a row of buildings blasted, walls bashed in, but only
a few. This was the country ; it was stirring itself at sun-
rise, and in fields and villages the world over this is very
much the same. We waited for cows to cross a bridge, just
as you wait for cows everywhere. Chickens ran across the
road, pigs were grunting as they always do, a dog raced the
car, and horses neighed. Man was the only strange animal.
We took-off at nine o'clock, lost the glorious coastline
quickly, headed inland over barren hills. Not a village ;
not a tree. Aimless roads that looked so futile. But by air
it was only two hours to Madrid. We landed on the im-
mense field at eleven o'clock in the morning. I never saw
Leal again.
It did not seem possible that so many miles and miles of
close-packed buildings could have stood through the years
of bombings as they did in Madrid. I expected to see on
all sides the scars of those endless attacks, but, instead, the
great teeming city might for all intents and purposes never
have seen a war. I thought that at least the highest and
most imposing buildings would have been demolished, and,
of course, a few were, but, by and large, buildings or the
dwellings in the city as a whole were not wrecked. They
were not even badly damaged. Certainly all these delicate
monuments, the cluster of Government buildings, the in-
congruous assortment of ugly modernistic apartment houses
couldn't have stood the bombing. But they had. I hardly
thought Madrid would look like this.
Madrid had been put under siege for thirty months. The
living conditions, especially hunger, became terrible. The
water services, light, and communications were cut off, a
million people were encircled in the relentless grip of war,
and yet, amazing as it seems, there was never an epidemic
in Madrid. Hunger and cold, but no disease. No one in
Spain could tell me why.
The Italian and German planes came over many times a
day, month in and month out. Russian planes fought them
in the sky over the Paseo de la Castellana. Dive-bombing,
like so many other things the Nazis experimented with in
Spain to test them out for Germany's larger war on the
continent, was practised here. Long-range bombing too.